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as a minister would arrange for her not to be worried any more about her twenty thousand kilos of sugar. He might even have them taken off her hands to meet the needs of the soldiers on active service.
These reflections had carried her as far as her bath, which struck her as frightful; and so did the whole bathroom, for that matter. It was a makeshift installation in an old storeroom. Even the very pipes had something ridiculous about them. The floor must be rotting away under its warped linoleum. As, for the bath itself, which had had to be high and short, for lack of room, and was painted an abominable spinach-green on the outside, it reminded you of public bathing-establishments, with baths at seventy-five centimes.
Before she got into the water, Germaine placed her right foot on the edge of the bath. She examined the network of veins in her leg. Behind the knee, at the top of the calf, she could see, under the skin, a little violet accumulation. On the inside of the thigh several blue lines, very fine, but much too dear, converged like the feet of an insect.
Germaine changed the position of her leg, put it on the ground, asked herself whether, with a difference of lighting or point of view, or of pressure on the flesh, she would notice these details. Would anybody who did not know about them beforehand observe them ? Were they more visible than a year ago ? Should she start taking remedies at once ? The herbalist might know of some, rather secret, like her other preparations. The bath-water was almost too hot. What was the best thing in such cases - rather hot water or rather cold water ?